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9 E 1. 
To MEMORY. 
+2 
. Orne or wisbom! thou, whoſe ſway 
The throng'd ideal hoſts obey; 
Who bid'ſt their ranks, now vaniſh, now appears 
Flame in the van, or darken in the rear: 
Accept this votive verſe. Thy reign 
Nor place can fix, nor power reſtrain: 
All all is thine. For thee the ear, and eye 
Rove thro? the realms of Grace, and Harmony: 
| The Senſes thee ſpontaneous ſerve, 
That wake, and thrill thro' every nerve. 
Elſe vainly ſoft, lov'd Philomel! would flow 
The ſoothing ſadneſs of thy warbled woe: 
Elſe vainly ſweet yon woodbine ſhade 
With clouds of fragrance fill the glade ; 
Vainly, the Cygnet ſpread her downy plume, ' 
The vine guſh nectar, and the virgin bloom. 
But ſwift to thee, alive, and warm, 
Devolves each tributary charm: 
dee modeſt Nature bring her ſimple ſtores, 
Luxuriant Art exhauſt her plaſtic powers; 


1 


*. According to a fragment of Afranius who makes 
Experience and Memory the parents of Wiſdom. | 
Us vs me genuit, Mater peperit MeMOzx1a, 
TOOLAN wotant me Graii, wes SAPIENTIAM. 


wy. Paſſage is preſerved by Aulus Gellius, Lib. XIII. 
| A 2 While 


rn 
While every flower in Fancy's clime, 
| Each gem of old heroic Time, 
Cull'd by the hand of the induſtrious Muſe, 
Around thy ſhrine their blended beams diffuſe. 
| m- 
Hail, MEM'RY! hail. Behold, I lead 
To that high fhrine the ſacred Maid ; | 
Thy daughter ſhe, the Empreſs of the lyte, | 
The firſt, the faireſt, of Aonia's quire. 


She comes, and lo, thy realms expand! c 

She takes her delegated ſtand | 

Full in the midſt, and o'er thy num'rous train 
Diſplays the awful wonders of her reign. 

There, thron'd ſupreme in native ſtate, 1 

If Sirius flame with fainting heat, v 


She calls; ideal groves their ſhade extend, 

The cool gale breaths, the ſilent ſhow'rs deſcend 
Or, if bleak Winter, frowning round, 

Diſrobe the trees, and chill the ground, 

She, mild Magician, waves her potent wand; 

And ready ſummers meet her wing'd command. 
See, viſionary Suns ariſe, | * 
Mid ſilver clouds, and azure ſkies ; To 

See, ſportive Zephyrs curl the criſped ſtreams; 

| 'Thro' ſhadowy brakes light glance the ſparkling beams : 

While, near the ſecret moſs-grown cave, 

That ſtands beſide the cryſtal wave, 
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Sweet 


O0 D E Ss. 5 
Sweet Eccho, riſing from her rocky bed, 
Mimics the feather'd Chorus o'er her head. 
| III. 
Kiſe, hallow'd MILTON! riſe, and ſay, 
How, at thy gloomy cloſe of day ; 
How, when * depreft by Age, beſet with wrongs ; 10 
When * falbn on evil days and evil tongues; 10 
When Darkneſs, brooding on thy light, #4 
Bird the fovraign lamp of light : 1 
day, what could then one chearing hope diffuſe ? . 0 
What friends were thine, ſave Mem'ry and the Muſe? | i 
Hence the rich ſpoils, thy ſtudious youth | ih 
Caught from the ſtores of antient Truth: 
Hence all thy buſy eye cou'd pleas d explore, | 10 
When Rapture led thee to the Latian ſhore; N ; | 
Each ſcene, that Tiber's bank ſupply'd ; igh 


Each Grace, that play'd on Arno's fide ; 
The tepid gales, -thro' Tuſcan glades that fly 
The blue Serene, that ſpreads Heſperia's ſky ; 
Were ſtill thine own : thy ample mind : 
Each charm receiv'd, retain'd, combin'd. - a 
And thence * the nightly Viſitant”, that came 
To touch thy boſom with her ſacred flame, 
Recall d the long-loſt beams of grace; 
* That whilom ſhot from Nature's face, 1 
When GOD, in Eden, o'er her youthful breaſt 4k 
Spread with his on right hand PerfeQtion's gorgeous veſt. 
. ODE 


. 
— 


o D u. 


T IMDEPENDENCY. 


I. 
ERE, on my native ſhore reclin'd- 
: . While Silence rules this midnight hour, 


| I woo than, GODDESS. On my muſing mind 


Deſcend, propitious Power 
And bid theſe ruffling gales of grief ſubſide: 
Bid my calin'd ſoul with all thy influence ſhine 3 
As yon chaſt Orh along this ample tide 
Draws the long luſtre of her ſilver line, 
White the huſh'd breeze its laſt weak whiſper blows, 
And lulls old HUMBER to his deep repoſe. 
I. 
Come to thy Vot'ry's ardent prayer, 
In all thy graceful plainneſs dreft; 
No knot confines thy waving hair, 
No zone thy floating veſt. 
Unſullied Honor decks thine open brow, 
And Candor brightens in thy modeſt eye: 


Thy bluſh is warm Content's etherial glow, 235 


Thy ſmile is Peace ; * 
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939 7 
Thou ſcatter'ſt bleſſings round with laviſh hand, 
As Spring with careleſs fragrance fills the land. 
As now o'er this lone beach I ſtray; 
» Thy fav'rite Swain oft ſtole along, 
And artleſs wove his Doric lay, 
Far from the buſy throng, 
Thou heard'ſt him, Goddeſs, ſtrike the oder ſtring, 
And bad'ſt his foul with bolder paſſions move: 
Strait theſe reſponſive ſhores forgot to ring, 
With Beauty's praiſe, or plaint of ſlighted Love; 
To loftier flights his daring Genius roſe, 
And led the war, gainſt thine, and Freedom's foes, 
IV. 


Pointed with Satire's keeneſt ſteel, - 
The ſhafts of Wit he darts around; 
En 4 mitred Dulneſs learns to feel, 
And ſhrinks beneath the wound. 
In awful poverty his honeſt Muſe 
Walks forth vindictive thro' a venal land: 
In vain Corruption ſheds her golden dews, 
In vain Oppreſſion lifts her iron hand; | 
He ſcorns them both, and, arm'd with truth alone, 
. 


* Andrew Marvell, born at Kinglon upo n Hull in 


the year 1620. + Parker, Biſhop of = 
hou A + * 
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And fan them to that dazzling blaze of Song, 


2 O hang their foliage round the fane of Truth: 


; 8 

Behold, like him, immortal Maid, 
The Muſes veſtal fires I bring: 
Here, at thy feet, the ſparks I ſpread; 
Propitious wave thy wing, 


That glares tremendous. on the Sons of Pride. 
But, hark, methinks I hear her hallow'd tongue! 
In diſtant trills it-ecchoes o'er the tide; 
Now meets mine ear with warbles wildly free, 
As ſwells the Lark's meridian ecſtacy. | 
VI. 
Fond Youth! to MARVELLs patriot fame, 
% Thy humble breaſt muſt ne'er aſpire. 
« Yet nouriſh ſtill the lambent flame; 
« Still ſtrike thy blameleſs Lyre: 53555 
Led by the moral Muſe, ſecurely rove; 
« And all the vernal ſweets thy vacant Youth 
« r 


« To arts like theſe devote thy tuneful toil, 

* And meet its fair reward in D'ARCY's ſmile.” 
« Tis he, my Son, alone ſhall chear 
4% Thy ſickning foul; at that fad hour, 
When oer a much-lov'd Parent's bier, 
« Thy duteous Sorrows ſhower; 


O D E 8. 
« At that fad hour, when all thy hopes decline; 

« When pining Care leads on her pallid train, 

« And ſees thee, like the weak, and widow'd TW 
« Winding thy blaſted tendrills o'er the plain. 

« At that ſad hour ſhall D'ARCY lend his aid, 

« And raiſe with Friendſhip's arm thy drooping head, 


VIE. 


« This fragrant wreath, the Muſes meed, 

« That bloom'd thoſe vocal ſhades among, 

«© Where never Flatt ry dar'd to tread, 

« Or Intereſt's ſervile throng ; 

« Receive, my favor d Son, at my command, 

« And keep, with ſacred care, for D'ARCY's brow: 
« Tell him, twas wove by my immortal hand, 

I breath d on every flower a purer glowz - 

5 Say, for thy ſake, I ſend the gift divine 


4 Ta . thee HIS, yet wakes thee MINE.” 


| 
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OD E III. 


o MELANCHOLY. 


TO A FRIEND. 


E. 
Hl ceaſe this kind perſuaſive ſtrain, 
Which, when it flows from Friendſhip's tongue, 
. However weak, however vain, 
O'erpowers beyond the Siren's ſong: 
Leave me, my friend, indulgent go, 
And let me muſe upon my woe. 
Muy lure me from theſe pale retreats ? 
Wuy rob me of theſe penſive ſweets? 
Can Muſick's voice, can Beauty's eye, 
Can Painting's glowing hand ſupply 
A charm ſo ſuited to my mind, 
As blows this hollow guſt of wind, 
As drops this little weeping rill 
Soft-tinkling down the moſs-grown hill, 
While thro' the weſt, when ſinks the crimſon Day, 
Meck Twilight W 


II, 
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| U on 
Say, from afflition's various ſource 
Do none but turbid waters flow ? 

And cannot Fancy clear their courſe ? 

For Fancy is the friend of Woe. 

Say, mid that grove, in love-lorr ſtate, 
When yon poor Ringdove mourns her mate, 
Is all, that meets the ſhepherd's ear, 
Inſpir d by anguiſh; and deſpair? 

Ah no, fair Fancy rules the Song.: 
She Fivells her throat; ſhe guides her tongue ; 
She bids the waving Aſpin- ſpray 

| Quiver in cadence to her lay z - 

She bids the fringed Oſiers bow, 
And ruftle round the lake below, 
To ſuit the tenor of her gurgling fighs, 1 
And footh her throbbing breaſt with ſolemn ſympathies. || 
To thee, whoſe young and poliſt'd brow 
'The wrinkling hand of Sorrow ſpares ; 
Whoſe cheeks, beſtrew'd with roſes, know 
No channel for the tide of tears ; 
To thee yon Abbey dank, and lone, 
Where Ivy chains each mould'ring ſtone 
That nods o'er many a Martyrs tomb, 
May caſt a formidable gloom. 
- Yet Some there are, who, free from fear, 
Could wander thro? the cloyſters drear, 


Could 
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oO DES 


Could rove each deſolated Ille, 


Tho' midnight thunders ſhook the pile; 
And dauntleſs view, ot ſeem to'view, 
(As faintly flaſh the lighthings blue) 


Thin ſhiv'ring Ghoſts from yawhing charnels throng, 
And glance with fileat ſweep the ſhaggy vaults along. 


TILE: IV. 
Bet ſuch terrific charms as theſe, 
I aſk not yet: My ſober mind 
The fainter forms of ſadneſs pleaſe : 


My-forrows are of ſofter kind. 


Thro' this ſtill valley let me firay, 

Wrapt in ſome ftrain of penſive GRAY : 
Whoſe lofty Genius bears along 
The conſcious dignity of Songz 
And, ſcorning from the ſacted ftors 


To waſtes note en Pride, or Power, 


Roves, when the glimmering twilight glooms, 
And warbles mid the ruſtic tombs: | 


He, too, perchance (for well I know, 


His heart would melt with friendly woe) 


He, too, perchance, when theſe poor limbs are laid, 
Will heave one tuneful ſigh, and ſooth my hov'ring Shade. 


ODE 


a 


O0 DE iv. 


4 
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0n the Fate of TYRANMNY. 


Taken from ISAIAH, Chap. XIV. 


HE Prophet, having in the preceding chapter 
_ foretold' the deſtruction of Babylon, ſubjoins 
te following Song of Triumph, which, he foppoſer* 

ie Jews will ſing when his prediction is fulfilled. 
„e cow's yuh is he diy her the Lord 
Hall give thee reft from thy ſorrow, and from thy fear, | 
and from the hard bondage wherein thou waſt made to 
ſerve, that thou ſhalt take up COTE WP as 
IEP Oe en 
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Chapter XIV. Verſe * 0, 


| „ e the g | 
city ceaſed ! 


5. The Lord bath broken the Af of the wle « 
Feepire of the rulers. 


6. He who fmote the people in wrath with @ conti 
rale, be that ruled the nations in argon, is perſecuted anc 
wane bindereth, N 


C] 
Nor 


7. ee & ar oh and g: they break 
Forth into ſinging. 
8. Tea, the fir-trees rejoice at. ther, and the ceders 


Lebanon, ſaying, Since thou art laid dum, no feller is come 
up againſt us, = | 


g. Hell * 


15 
O D E IV. 
0n the Fate of TYRANNY. 


1 
PPRESSION dies: the City falls: 

O Behold ſhe bows her golden walls! 

JEHOVAH breaks the Tyrant's rod, 
The Son of Wrath, whoſe ruthleſs hagd 
Hurl'd Deſolation o'er the land, 
run his raging race, has clos'd the ſcene of blood. 
Chiefs arm'd around behold dicic vanquiſh'd Lord ; 
PU OO ITO 
ſword. : 
reak 12 Sl 
Earth ſees, and ſmiles. Oer all the plain, 
Peace ſpreads her olive-ſcepter'd reign, 


* 
— — — _ 
— — ee nn 
— — — — _ — — 


— ——⅛*—Ü — — —————— 
— 
R——— 


a == 


9 
— — 
— — 


— —— —— — 
— — . U— — 


—— 
— — 


” 
CO ne IR 
— 


rs-0 And Nature lifts the choral ſong. ; 
The Fir-trees, on the mountain's head, i 

Rejoyce thro? all their pomp of ſhade ; 

ie lordly Cedars nod on ſacred Lebanon: 


: 
Wl 


| 


Tyrant! they cry, fince thy fell force is broke, 
vur proud heads pierce the ſkies, nor fear the Woodman's 


ſtroke. | 


—— — 
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9. Hell from beneath is moved for thee to meet thee 
thy coming : it flirreth up. the dead for thee, even all i 
chief ones of the earth ; it bath raiſed up from their thr 
all the kings of the ations, L 


10. All they ſtall ſpeak and ſay unte thee, art thou a 
become weak as we? art thou become like unto us ? 

11. Thy pomp is brought down to the grave, and 1 
noiſe of thy wiols . the worm is ſpread under thee, and t 


E 


12. How art thou fallen from heaven, O Lucifer, ſi 
e e e e 
D. e W 


by 
/ 


13. For thou haft. ſaid in thine heart, I will aſcend i 
beqven, I will exalt my throne above the flars of God: 
e wie teens — ANA 
the north: 


14 Pallet doe be rh of ecu Is 
be like the moſt High, | 


L 3. 
Hell, from her gulph profound, | 
Rouſes at thine approach ; and, all around, 
Her dreadful notes of preparation ſound. 
See, at the awful call, | 1 
Her ſhadowy Heroes all, | 
Ev'n mighty Kings, the heirs of empire wide, 
Riſing, with ſolemn tate, and flow, 
From their ſable thrones below, 
Meet, and inſult thy pride. 
What, doſt thou join our ghoſtly train, 
A fitting ſhadow light, and vain ? 
Where is thy pomp, thy feſtive throng, 
Thy revel dance, and wanton ſong ? 
Proud King ! Corruption faſtens on thy breaft ;} 
feaſt. 


II. 1. 
1 O Lucifer! thou orient Star z- 

That rolbd the Morning s roſy car, 

Refulgent, thro” th' etherial way: 

How art thou fall'n, thou Son of Light ! 

How fall'n from thy meridian height! 
Who ſaid'ſt the diſtant poles ſhall hear me, and obeys. 
93 — my ſapphire throne ſhall 'glow;. 
3 wy voice $ (he bear anal bows 
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ec. — be Grohe den to bl, t the fl 
oe. : 
16. he ow Þ e e 
and confider thee, ſaying, 


Þ this the man that made the carth ts tremble; 4 ad 
Dale kingdoms P 


17. That made the world as a wilderneſs, „ 
ed the cities thereof, that opened not the begſe of bis 
Priſoners 


18. 92 — ade; be, le in 


19. But thou art caff 5 
@ble branch; and as the raiment of thoſe that are ſlain 
'thruft through ith a. fword, that go dun to the Amer of 
Ge pity as g carcaſe troden wider mr. 
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ODES. + 


A, 


' Ho ſpake, he died. Diſtain'd with gore, 
Beſide yon yawning cavern hoar, 
| See, where his livid corſe is laid. 
0 The aged Pilgrim paſſing br, 
Surveys him long with dubious eye; 
And muſes on his fate, and ſhakes his reverend head. 
4 Juſt heav'ns ! is thus thy pride imperial gone? 
|s this poor heap of duſt the King of Babylon. 
IL 3. 
Is this the Man, whoſe nod 
Shook kingdoms : whoſe inexorable rod 
Levelld majeſtic cities? Where He trod, 
in | Famine purſued, and frown'd ; 
| Earth ſigh'd, and, all around, 
da her fair fields transform d to deſarts dry; 
While at his crouded priſon's gate, 
Graſping the keys of Fate, 
of | Stood ſtern Captivity. 3 
| Vain Man! behold thy righteous doom; 
Behold each neighb'ring monarch's tomb z/ 
The trophied arch, the breathing buſt, 
The laurel, ſhadcs their ſacred duſt :. 
While.thou, vile Qut-caft, on this hoſtile plain, 
Moufler'ſt, a vulgar corſe, amid the vulgar ſlain. 


C2 WM. *. 
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20. The dl me be joined with them in burial, be 
eaxſe thes haſt defroyed thy land, and ſlain thy pooph 
the ſeed of evil dbers ſball never be renrumed. 


21. Prepare laughter for bis children foo the iniquity of 
their fathers ; that they do not riſe, nor poſſeſs the land, nor 
fil the face of the evorld with ci. 


22. Fer Tu riſe up againſt them, ſaith the Lord of 
delle, and cut off from Babylon. the name, and remnant,. 
and ſon and nephew, ſaith tbe Lord. 


00 p ES. 21 
5 No trophied arch, no breathing buſt, 1 
Shall dignify thy trampled duſt: 
No laurel flouriſh o'er thy grave. 


For why, proud King, thy ruthleſs hand 
of Hlurrd Defblation o'er the land; 


" 
yo 
T 


ſave: 
Eternal Infamy ſhall blaſt thy name, 


III. 2. 


Unfold the terror of thine eyes; 2 
Dart thy vindictive ſhafts around: 
Let no ſtrange land a ſhade afford, 
No conquer d Nations call them Lord 
Nor let their aities riſe to curſe the goodly ground. 
For thus JEHOVAH fwears ; no Name, no Son, 
No remnant, ſhall remain of haughty Babylon. 


A 


* 1 


And cruſh'd the ſubject race, whom kings are born top 


Ad all thy fons ſhall ſhare their impious Father's. 


22 TEXT. 


23. I vill al make it a poſſeſſion for the bittern, and 


pools of water: and I woill fun it with the beſom of 
, faith the Lard of b 


24. The Lard of baft bath fs, pig; Sure as 
J have thought, ſo ſhall it come to paſi; and as I bave 
purpoſed, ſo ſhall it fand: 


25. That I vill break the Afyrian in my land, and 
upon my mountains tread bim under foot : then ſball his yoke 
depart from off them, and his burden depart from off their 

ſhoulders. - 


26. This is the purpoſe that is purpoſed upon the whole 
earth : and this is the band that is firetched out upon all the 
27. For the Lord of beſ hath purpoſed, and who foall 
diſangul it? and bis band is freiched au, * 
turm it bai? | 


= 


3 


ODES. ; 23 
II. 3. 


Thus faith the righteous Lord: 
My Vengeance ſhall unſheath the flaming ſword 3 
Oer all thy realms my Fury ſhall be pour d. 

Where yon proud city ſtood, 

TIl ſpread the ſtagnant flood; 
And there the Bittern in the ſedge ſhall lurk, 

Moaning with ſullen ſtrain : 

While, ſweeping o'er the plain, 

Deſtruction ends her work. | 

Yes, on mine holy mountain's brows, 

IIl cruſh this proud Aſſyrian foe. 

Th' irrevocable word is ſpoke.. 

From Judah's neck the galling yoke, 
Spontaneous falls, ſhe ſhines with wonted ſtate; 
Thus by MYSELF I fwear, and what I ſwear is Fate: 


* 


IVI. 


